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without distrust. I have written in your '' Louis Lambert" a saying of Saint Paul, in Latin: Una fides; one only faith, a single love.
Mon Dieu! I love you well; know that. Tell me where you will be in October. In October I shall have a fortnight to myself. Choose a beautiful place; let it be all of heaven to me.
Adieu, you who despotically fill my heart; adieu. I will write to you once every week at least. You, whose letters do me so much good, be charitable; cast, in profusion, the balm of your words into a heart that is athirst for them. Be sure, dear, that my thought goes out to you daily; that my courage comes from you; that one hard word is a wound, a mourning. Be good and great; you will never find (and here I would fain be on my knees before you that you might see my soul in a look) a heart more delicately faithful, nor more vast, more exclusive.
Adieu, then, since it must be. I have written to you while my solicitor has been reading to me his conclusions, for the case is to be judged the day after to-morrow, and I must spend the night in writing a summary of my affair.
Adieu; in five or six days you will have a volume that has cost much labour and many nights. Be indulgent to the faults that remain in spite of my care; and, my adored angel, forget not to cast a few flowers of your soul to him who guards them as his noblest wealth ; write to me often. As soon as the judgment is rendered I will write to you; it will be on Thursday.
"Well, adieu. Take all the tender regards that I place here. I would fain envelop you in my soul.
PARIS, end of August, 1833.
My dear, pure love, in a few days I shall be at Neuf-cha'tel. I had already decided to go there in September;tly unrecognized. Why ? I love too well, no doubt. I have a horror of littlenesses, and I believe in what is noble,
